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	1. Chapter 1

**Did you all think I'd let something like this story die out, then you people better have some popcorn on hand before reading this because it's finally here, DRAGONBORN IS BACK AND BETTER THAN EVER (hopefully).**

Chapter 1: Faker

_Hiccup's House_

_Hiccup POV._

_Why, why, why, why, why…? _I thought, rocking back and forth in fetal position on my bed. It's been two weeks since I shot down a "Night Fury", but all that was there was a whole lot of nothing. I kept trying to tell everyone that I did shoot something down, but they just brushed me off or told me I was crazy, but none of that got to me, until dragon training. My dad decided it was time for me to start learning how to defend myself against a dragon, but I kept telling him I'd probably kill myself the first two seconds in the arena, but he wouldn't listen, as usual. The next day I was shoved into dragon training with all the others, Fishleggs, Snotlout, the twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut and Astrid. Let me tell you one thing, it wasn't pretty, even on our first challenge I barely held my own and I would've been charred haddock (no pun intended) if Gobber hadn't saved my skin.

"_Hiccup!" _said a burly voice in my head, making me hold myself tighter. My hand instinctively went to the mess of bandages and gauze that covered the right side of my face starting from the left side of my skull, all the way to my right cheek and down my neck.

"_YOU IDIOT, HOW COULD YOU DO SOMETHING LIKE THAT?" _shouted the voice, now belonging to a girl.

"Shut…up…" I muttered, clutching my head as a searing pain started emitting from the mess of bandages that was the right side of my face. Just then my door was knocked off its hinges and my dad stomped into the room and grabbed me by the arm.

"HICCUP, how in the great land of Asgard could you even think of doing something like that?!" shouted dad, shaking me a bit.

"I-I didn't do anything, it was Snotlout and the others…" I stuttered but before I could finish my dad flung me onto the bed.

"Oh, was it Snotlout who opened the dragon cages, was it Fishleggs who decided to try and throw a shield at one of them, the twins who led them on a rage-fueled rampage throughout town, or was it the Hofferson girl who told them to attack the great hall and BURN YOUR FACE OFF!" he shouted getting close enough to my face, or what was left of my face, that I could smell his breath and feel the spit droplets fall on my face.

"No, it wasn't like that…!" I shouted, but as soon as I tried to explain my dad backhanded me right on my bandages. An unbearable pain came rushing through my face and I screamed, clutching my bandages that were probably bleeding, again. Dad, realizing what he did, stumbled back several steps before catching himself on my desk.

"Y-You're to have no supper for the next two days and shall not step out of this house until I see fit to let you." Said Dad, barreling out the doorway, stepping on the door and leaving a small crack where he stepped.

"FINE THEN, DO WHAT YOU WANT, DON'T MIND ME, I DON'T CARE ABOUT BEING PUNISHED!" I shouted, but obviously to deaf ears as dad's gigantic steps lumbered down the stairs with large and heavy thuds. I slowly got up, my had slightly levitating over my face and placed my feet on the wooden floor. But my legs gave way and my tears poured out as I tried to calm myself down, but with no avail. I still was able to crawl myself towards the door to try and go outside to get some fresh air, but soft voices coming from the living room stopped me in my tracks. I looked through a small hole in my door and saw all the teens from dragon training gathered in the living room and being interrogated by my dad.

"Are you all sure you saw what you saw?" asked Dad.

"100% Mr. The Vast, Hiccup opened the dragon cages and foolishly tried to fight them off which led them to go on a mindless rampage throughout town. As simple as that." Said Snotlout, smiling smugly.

"Wait, really, wasn't it because we told him…" started Tuffnut but was silenced by his twin sister.

"Told him what exactly?" asked Dad

"Uhh, we told him to… stop what he was doing aaand put down the weapons!" said Ruffnut

"… Alright, but can you all confirm what you're saying?" asked Dad, prompting the one person I hoped would not speak, speak.

"Yes sir, we can confirm that Hiccup, on his own, released the dragons from their cages, tried to fight them, failed and led them all over town before being cornered in the Great Hall. I swear this on my name as a Hofferson." Said Astrid. At that moment my heart, soul and my entire world shattered like glass and I was left speechless and shocked.

_H-How could she… _I thought, but that wasn't the worst of it yet.

"Alright, I'll take your word for it, tell everyone that my son is to have no food for the next three, no, four days, and if he wants to eat, he has to hunt for his own food like a real Viking. Next he is banned from the Great Hall for a month or until dragon training is over and if he even sets foot into the hall, an extra month is to be added to his banishment, is this understood." Said Dad and all the teens nodded with Fishleggs showing a bit of reluctance.

"Yes sir." They said in unison

"Good, now go home and get some sleep, it's a big day tomorrow for miss Hofferson here, so you'll need all the sleep you can get. I still have some chiefly duties to take care of before I hit the sack so I might be able to escort you kids home." Said Dad as the teens filled out the door with my dad behind them. As soon as the door slammed my entire body went limp and I fell to the floor right in front of the door, the searing pain of both my wounds and my heart driving me insane.

_P-Please, somebody, tell me it's alright… _I thought, my hands shaking and tears still pouring from my eyes.

"_What happened… I heard it was Stoick's boy again… What a disappointment… Disgrace to the Viking name… How could he have done something as foolish as that…?" _Millions and millions of voices were screaming in my head, all different people, and all making things worse. I could feel the disappointment and resentment emitting from each syllable that came from those voices, shaking my bones and searing my soul.

"_Stop… please just…stop!" _I screamed at the voices.

"_End it… end it… end it…!" _shouted the voices, still in their scattered and chaotic pattern, but this time, I actually listened **(warning, what you are about to read is an attempt at suicide, do not try this at home, at work, at school or generally anywhere on earth)**. I scrambled a bit around my desk, tossed around a few papers, notebooks and invention models till I found what I was looking for. I was planning to use this spare rope for extra bolas for my bola launcher, but now it was going to have a different purpose. I went to work slowly but surely, tying the knot and making sure it wasn't loose. Gobber taught me how to do something like this when we went fishing once, told me it'd be useful if I took to the life of a fisherman, I'll have to thank him in the afterlife. I threw the knot over one of the supports of the roofing and tied the other end of the rope to the leg of my bed so that it wouldn't budge. I took one last look at my room and belongings before grabbing a chair and placing it under the loop.

"Well, I guess this is how my heroes tale ends. Maybe I'll… nah, Valhalla only accepts warriors, not wimps." I said before wrapping the loop around my neck and taking one last final breath. "Whelp, here I go. *Inhale…"

I was about five milliseconds from kicking over the chair and ending it all, but a sharp, needle like pain on the side of my neck caught me off guard.

"Ow!" I said, slapping my neck but as soon as I did my vision started to blur and my thoughts got hazy. "What's… going… onabavpovnmbla…" My sight turned completely pitch black and I fell over, the last thing that came to me was the feeling of two hands grasping me and someone saying:

"_Don't worry, I gotcha."_

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Berk_

_Unknown POV._

"_Holy mother of fire that was one real close call there. If I had arrived a second later I would've had to dig another grave." _I thought as I carefully loosened the knot and lowered my auburn haired friend gently onto the ground, careful not to touch the wounds on his face.

"_Thank you 1.5 milliliters of Poison Darter Venom. Snake, I owe you one." _I thought, removing the small needle from Hiccup's neck. Poison Darter Dragon, known for its ability to shoot small needles out of its mouth that can kill small animals, but if given at a specific amount, can shut down or put to sleep anything from a man to a Dragon.

I adjusted my cloak and hood a bit and quickly set to work, securing him to my back, making sure he wouldn't fall off as I went to the window. Just as I was about to jump I mentally slapped myself when I looked back at the mess that was Hiccup's room, a knocked over chair, an _empty_ noose and total chaos of paper and notebooks all over the ground.

"Oh nuts, if Stoick sees this he's gonna flip, gotta work fast." I said. I thought about cleaning up the mess, but that would only make things worse, so I got a better idea. I shuffled through my pockets a bit till I found what I was looking for. In my hand I held a little white clay doll with rune _mannaz_ (man) inscribed on the chest. I plucked a strand of hair off Hiccup's head and inserted it on the top of the little clay man and dropped it on the floor. As soon as I did the doll started growing and changing, gaining color and shape as it morphed into the form of a sleeping Hiccup.

"Life Model Copy Doll, what would I do without you." I said, setting up the chair and noose, and then picking up the other Hiccup and tying him around the noose. I kicked over the chair, sending the body into instant death by hanging.

"Yeesh, sometimes these things work too well." I said, climbing onto the window, but not before looking back and wondering if I could do more. As soon as I turned away an idea popped into my head and I started searching through my pockets, once again finding the right tool for the job.

"A flare bomb, perfect. Goodbye room!" I said and was about to toss the bomb, but one more little thing popped into my mind. I decided to go back in and grab a few of Hiccup's stuff before I climbed back onto the window frame.

"Ok, now I torch you!" I said, throwing the bomb and jumping out the window. The bomb made a few bounces before landing on top of the pile of papers on the floor. Two runes, _dagaz_ (day) and_sōwilō_ (sun) glowed brightly on the surface of the bomb before it exploded in a flash, the sparks landing on the papers and setting them on fire. As soon as I reached the mountain ridge the entire house was ablaze, turning the night sky orange and throwing the village into chaos. Vikings struggled to put out the fire with buckets upon buckets of water, but without a Scauldron or a tidal class, they have no chance. I did feel bad once I saw one very hairy and very burly Viking go to his knees and start crying.

"_Well that must be Stoick, great, now I feel bad." _I thought, looking back at the mess I made.

_Don't feel bad Brother; you saved him like you saved me from his fate. _Said a voice in my head.

"_Yeah brother, Hey, you still owe me." _I thought, turning away from the village.

_Oh really, I thought it was you who owed me? _said Brother, raising his imaginary eyebrow.

"_C'mon Furious, you don't remember that time when… um… when we sunk that city?" _I thought back.

_Oh yeah, but I think you owe those people of, what was it… Atlanta… Atlas…? _Replied Furious.

"It doesn't matter anymore, we have what we came for, now the only problem would be…" I started, but was interrupted when something heavy landed in front of me. "Thane…crud."

The hulking figure looked at me with its dark reptilian eyes before engulfing itself in grey flames. Where the cold blooded reptile once was, now stood a man about 30 years old with heavy scars adorning his lean, pale body. He wore a black and sleek armor that looked almost like leather, but twice as tough as steel and two swords, one slung around his back and one around his waist. His face had as much scars, as any other part of him but the most prominent was the large, silver scar that ran from the top of his eyebrow, all the way to his chin. He always carried a dark, grim expression on his face; eyebrows scrunched and a ferocious look in his dark grey eyes.

"I found a few rabbits and a boar, its not much but it'll probably last us a few… days…" he said, taking in the scene before him.

"_Well, it was a nice life." _I thought, cringing at the thought of what Thane would do to me.

"Do I even want to know what happened?" asked Thane, raising an eyebrow.

"No, but I'll tell you anyways, basically theboytriedtodieisavedhimfromdying,ithoughtthatwouldn'tbeenoughsoidecidedtofakehisdeathandtakehimwithus (the boy tried to die I saved him from dying, I thought that wouldn't be enough so I decided to fake his death and take him with us)!" I said, lightning fast, but unfortunately, Thane caught everything.

"And your idea of 'faking a death' was to drug him, burn his house down, and take him with you!" said Thane, his long and spiky black hair flying behind him.

"Well what was I supposed to do, leave him behind!" I shouted back.

"We were only watchers, not interveners!" replied Thane

"Nope, father clearly said that we were to 'stray him away from danger'." I said, smiling inside my hood.

"You idiot, he didn't mean this!" shouted Thane, pointing to the burning ruin that was once Hiccup's house.

"In hindsight I don't think that was such a good idea after all." I said thoughtfully

_No shit. _Said Furious in my mind.

"Quiet Furious. Look at him, he's got nothing to live for anymore, isn't that what we do, give purpose to people's lives?" I asked. Thane glanced at the unconscious body of Hiccup, taking in the sight of his wounds and pain he's suffered. I don't know if it was my imagination, but I thought I saw something in Thane's eyes, a tinge of sadness or pity, but it lasted only for a second when Thane looked me in the eye.

"I hate you. C'mon, we're leaving." He said turning around and walking through the forest.

"Wait, you're not going to rip my throat out?" I asked astounded that he just let me off like that.

"Unless you want me to change my mind…" he said, drawing his waist sword just enough for me to see the lower part of that cold, merciless steel blade.

"Nope, I'm good." I said, walking off behind him. "Umm…"

"What is it?" he asked, more than annoyed.

"Well, it's a pretty long way back home, and my other form would attract too much attention, so…" I said nervously

"Like I said, I hate you Crimson." Replied Thane. He took a deep breath and exhaled and a blaze of grey fire engulfed him. What came out, instead of Thane, was a heavily scarred Night Fury, carrying his cold, emotionless eyes, as well as the large silver scar.

"_You getting on or what?" _asked Thane the Night Fury in dragonese, the native language of the dragons.

"_Alright, alright, I'm coming." _I replied in the same language, getting on Thane's back as he spread his wings and disappeared into the burning night sky.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Great Hall_

_Stoick POV._

I've ripped dragons in half, severed human heads from their bodies and felt no remorse whatsoever. But… when it comes to what I did to Hiccup, my conscience just wouldn't let it go.

_How could I, he's my son, but what he did was paramount to imprisonment. _I thought, but someone coming up from behind startled me enough to come back to reality.

"Chief, sir, where do we put this?" asked a Viking, gesturing towards several other people carrying a large support pillar.

"Umm… over there, by the tables." I replied. The Viking nodded and the other Vikings started towards the area I pointed to. Rebuilding the Great Hall would take a few months, probably longer considering the dragon raids and the great freeze coming in a few weeks. But my thoughts weren't on rebuilding the Hall, they were on my son, Hiccup's actions.

_What could've compelled him to do something as stupid as that, its not like him. _I thought, putting on a "thinking face" as I continued to wonder and question what really happened. Suddenly my brother Spitelout ran throughwhat was left of the Hall's door and stopped right in front of me, panting.

"Stoick, come quick!" he shouted, grabbing my arm.

"Spitelout, what is it?!" I replied, yanking my arm away.

"It's your house, it's on fire!" he said and my eyes widened. I bolted out of the hall and ran back home, noticing the sky was filled with smoke and still hot ash flying in the wind. I ran through a crowd of people carrying buckets of water heading towards my home. As soon as I got there my heart stopped, a mountain of fire and ash, now consumed the place where my house once stood.

"No… NO, HICCUP!" I shouted, dropping to my knees. Every Viking fell silent as tears poured from my eyes.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX**


	2. Chapter 2

**TRAILER FOR HTTYD2 IS OUT, THOSE OF YOU WHO HAVEN'T SEEN IT, GOOOOO! Oh another thing, this story got waaaay more appreciation than I thought it would, I got PMed 6 times to update this so here it is.**

Chapter 2: In Another Life

_Unknown Location_

_Hiccup POV._

It was dark, not the kind of dark you could illuminate with a candle or a torch, the kind of dark that you'd find in the deepest pit, or an endless void, the kind of dark that would snuff out any light that shone through, and I was smack dab in the middle of it all.

_So this is what the afterlife is like for a person like me eternal blackness and void, I'm gonna get lonely real soon. _I thought. I started walking, I think, considering I couldn't see my legs or any part of me I couldn't tell. But anyways I started walking aimlessly into the void, gathering my thoughts of my final moments and trying to figure out if there was an end to the endless void. Out of all that happened on my last day living, only one thing struck me as unusual, the sharp pain on my neck and that voice saying, _"Don't worry, I gotcha." _

"What was that voice, or who would be a better question, a Valkyrie? No, that voice was clearly male, so who's was it?" I said to nobody in particular, not expecting anyone to answer, the only problem was, someone did.

"_Don't believe everything you hear…" _whispered a voice. I froze where I was and started looking around, trying to find the source of the voice.

"W-Who was that?" I asked.

"_It was a lie… All illusions… Black magic… None of it was real…" _a million voices, both male and female, started talking at the same time all around me as I searched frantically for where they were coming from.

"Where are you, show yourself!" I shouted, obvious fear in my voice.

"_Telling us to do something… What can he do… He cannot even kill a dragon… He's powerless…" _said the voices. Every word they said, heck, every syllable that I heard from them only hurt me more and more, not the physical kind of hurt, the emotional kind.

"Stop it, shut up." I said, covering my ears, trying to block out their voices.

"_Ha, the boy tries to command us… He fails like all the other times… Can't kill a dragon, can't be a Viking… You're nothing…" _I felt each word burn into my mind, screaming at me both inside and out, tearing me apart. I pressed hard on my ears and continued to try and block out the sound, this time crouching down with my heart racing.

"P-Please, just stop!" I shouted, shutting my eyes tightly, my heart pumping even faster.

"_Failed to live… Failed to die… Failed to live… Failed to die…" _The voices just kept repeating those same phrases on and on.

"Stop it… Stop it… STOP IT!" I screamed at the top of my lungs, tears starting to stream from my eyes as billions of red dots started popping out of nowhere, the voices still tormenting me with insults upon insults.

**XXXXXXXXXXX**

_Fort Firebrand_

_Crimson POV._

_Crud, I had a feeling this'd happen. _I thought as two people were escorting me through the grand halls of Fort Firebrand. The massive stone pillars, the warm stonewalls and shiny marble floor, completely and utterly hid the fort's dark and bloody past with shining beauty and calmness.

"You look nervous Crimson, don't worry, he didn't seem mad when he called us to pick you up, I think." Said the man on my right. Fortunately for me, the two guys escorting me to the old man were some of my closest friends so I wasn't being dragged by some random dudes from the town. The guy on my right, the first one who spoke, that was Snake, you know, the guy who gave me that sleeping dart that knocked out Hiccup, that Snake. He certainly lived up to his name "Snake", he had the most reptilian features a man could have, foggy green eyes, pale, yellowish skin and light brown hair. He almost looked like a gigantic king cobra, and what he wore certainly helped his appearance. He wore a yellow tunic with scaly brown shoulder plates with those eye like patterns you'd find on the back of a cobra printed at the top. His trousers were brown with a red leather belt and leather boots. Snake was a master at apothecary and knew more about human anatomy and anyone else, which is shown by the numerous flasks and chemical bombs around his belt. He could make anything from medicine to poison and knows all the physical weak points of the body and his vast knowledge even spread to dragons.

"Yeah, lighten up Red, you're one of the boss' favorites so you've got nothin' to worry about, hopefully." Said the woman on my left. The woman's name was Ziva, one of the most terrifying people I've ever met, as well as the loudest person I've heard in my life, you'd probably hear her before you see her. She had olive skin, blue eyes and blue hair. She normally wears a light blue shirt on, a red belt around her waist and black leggings with a pair of Viking-style boots. One discerning feature about her is that, for a girl who's physically 21 years old, she's _very _under height, about 4'11" and if anyone, _anyone, _makes even a single comment, joke, or even a reference to her shortness, bad things happen. Once I accidentally forgot that she hates "short jokes" and I got put in a body cast for six months because she blasted me off a cliff.

"Thanks guys, you're very reassuring." I said, fixing my auburn hair and wiping some sweat off my brow. Oh wait, I forgot I didn't describe myself last chapter, I'll make up for it now. I had auburn hair, light skin, red eyes and some freckles on my face, but not as noticeable as it was when I was young. I was wearing my normal clothes, a brown vest over a brown tunic, black pant with a light grey belt and very big boots.

Now back to the present, I was being escorted through the main hallway of Fort Firebrand into the library where the one who "requested" my presence, resided.

"Here you are Red, good luck." Said Ziva as we stared at the fifteen-foot entrance to the library. Snake went ahead and opened the large oaken door as Ziva led me in and shut the door behind me. I took one glance at the door slowly shutting and took a deep breath and turned around. In front of me were shelves upon shelves of books, filled to the brim with knowledge from around the barbarian archipelago and even further beyond its borders.

"Ahh, Crimson my boy, you're finally here." Said a voice. I looked above me and saw an aged man with a long white beard, a wrinkly face, and dressed in blue robes with a white belt wrapped around his waist.

"G-Greetings Old Man!" I said as cheerfully as possible, but my fear still showed, fear of the raw power that emitted from the old man even at his age.

"Quit the act Crimson, you know why you're here." He said, looking at me with his cold, unforgiving eyes.

"W-Well you see…" I started but stopped as soon I blinked the Old man jumped off the platform he was on and landed right behind me.

"Crimson…" he said in the creepiest voice possible, making the hairs on my neck stand up. "How could you eat my food?!"

I was completely caught off guard when the old man started hugging my waist from behind. "WHAT THE HECK!" I screamed, trying to pry the old man off me.

"You know what you did, now confess!" he said as I pulled him off me but instead of stepping backwards like I wanted him to, he jumped on my back. Man he was nimble for a guy his age.

"WHAT THE HECK ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT OLD MAN!" I shouted, trying to reach for him and throw the old guy off me.

"My sweets, I had someone pick it up for me on his way back from another land and the day after it arrives I find it all eaten up. I saw the way you looked at them so I know it was you who ate them!" he said as I tripped over myself and fell to the floor.

"YOU CRAZY OLD GEEZER, YOU SCARED THE LIVING FIRE OUT OF ME, I THOUGHT I WAS HERE FOR SOMETHING SERIOUS, NOT FOR SOME STUPID CANDIES!" I shouted, throwing him off my back and getting up and strangling the old man until foam started coming out of his mouth. "DON'T DIE ON ME YET YOU OLD CODGER, I'VE STILL GOT SOME THINGS TO SAY!"

"We-e-ell I didn't really call you for tha-a-at." He said while I was still shaking him around.

"What, so I am really in trouble?" I asked, letting go of the old bodach **(search it, bodach is a real word)**.

"No, not yet anyways. So, care to explain what you did? Besides, I already know the crazy twin did it." he said, like he was talking to a child as he was straightening his beard.

"Speaking of the wonder twins, where are they?" I asked, desperately trying to change the subject so I don't get another lecture from the old man.

"Don't try and change the subject Crimson." He said, completely seeing through my plan.

"No, no, just asking, that's all!" I said quickly.

"Fine, they're on a personal job." He replied.

"Another one?! This is the fourth time this month, are they still looking for that darned rock?" I asked, slightly annoyed that Thane would leave me at a time like this.

"Yes they are, and I can't really blame them because of what is at stake." Said the old man and I solemnly looked down.

**XXXXXXXXXXX**

_Unknown Village_

_No POV._

Normally in a small, unknown fishing village, you'd expect a place where normal people were going about with their jobs and lives as if nothing was going on. Unfortunately in this village, it was quite the opposite, people were screaming and panicking, buildings lay in ruin, the ground scorched and torn with destruction and plumes of smoke were rising into the air. A few moments later another house came crashing down from an explosion that literally ripped it from its foundations and out from the smoke came flying the figure of a dragon, more specifically a Whispering Death. To be honest it looked like it had been through hell and back, it had numerous slashes and bruises all over it's body, it's wings were torn and nearly shredded to bits, it was missing a few of its millions of teeth and part of it's tail was gone.

"_GAAAAAAAH!" _screamed the dragon as it cowered in fear of what came behind it.

"_Your time is almost up, tell me what I want to know and I might let you live." _Said a voice in dragonese as Thane suddenly jumped out of the smoke.

"_You'll never make me talk." _Shouted the Whispering Death as it burrowed underground to try and escape Thane.

"_Oh no you don't." _replied Thane, reaching into the pouch on his light grey belt and removing a bomb about the size of a pebble. He tapped the middle of it with his thumb and it started glowing red. He then threw it into the hole the Whispering Death dug and a few seconds later, white-hot flames started blasting out of the hole. Moments later the Whispering Death broke out of the ground and started rolling on the ground to try and extinguish the flames. As soon as Thane saw the dragon he ran over as fast as he could, drawing his two swords and stabbing it in the tail. The dragon screamed loudly and tried to squiggle away, slithering forward with the sword still in it's tail, effectively cutting it in half, but Thane stepped on its tail before it could get away and effectively pinned it down.

"_Gaaaah! Please, mercy!" _whimpered the dragon, trying to squiggle free from Thane's grip.

"_Tell me what I want to know." _He said emotionlessly, pointing his sword at one of the Whispering Death's pure white-eyes.

"_I'll say nothing!" _it shouted, defiance burning in its words.

"_Fine, then die." _Replied Thane, lifting his sword up into the sky and brought it down.

"What in the name of the embers is going on here?!" shouted a voice. Thane stopped literally one millimeter before slicing the Whispering Death in half and looked towards the person who spoke. He looked exactly like Thane, from his hair, all the way to the clothes he was wearing. The only noticeable difference was that he had almost no scars on his body and the silver scar on his face started from his right eyebrow, where Thane's started from the left.

"You, where have you been?" asked Thane, sounding slightly annoyed while he lifted his sword and placed it on his shoulder.

"Well I waaaas out buying food for us and some candies to give to the old man, but _someone_ decided to destroy the entire village all on his own. On the plus side though, I got a great discount considering the guy selling the stuff was running away screaming." Said the man, showing two sacks filled with supplies.

"Care to help me?" asked Thane, tilting his head towards the Whispering Death still suck under his foot.

"Fine, hold this please." Said the man, tossing the two sacks at Thane and walking over to the Whispering Death. _"Look Whispey, can I call you Whispey, I don't know how long I can hold my grumpy and violent friend here, so just tell us where your boss is and we can save you the trouble of a painfully excruciating death."_

"_Like I told you're friend I'll tell you now, I'll say nothing!" _screamed the Whispering Death, struggling once again against Thane's grip on him.

"_Fine by me, but know this…" _said the man, leaning in closer to the dragon's ear, _"… You should've let him kill you. Thane, hand me my tools."_

"Oh boy, here we go." Said Thane, once again reaching into the pouch on his belt, this time producing a roll of leather wrapped around what seemed to be tools of some sort.

"Thank you." Said the man, unrolling the leather wrap. Inside were several dozen tools, and by tools I mean torture tools from small saws to little drills, any number of those things would make men cry like babies and spill their deepest, darkest secrets. _"Now which one… ah yes, my favorite, the 'eye-for-an-eye-inator'."_

The man pulled out a seven-pronged stick with a little drill thing in the middle. _"Now, what would you prefer, the left or right?"_

"_M-Mercy?" _asked the dragon, shaking in fear.

"_Sorry, that word isn't in my vocabulary…" _said the man, slowly inching his torture tool closer and closer to the dragon's eye.

"_Wait, wait, I'll talk, I'll talk!" _shouted the Whispering Death and the man stopped in the middle of clamping the prongs of the tool to the dragon's eye. _"H-He's on an island about a three day flight south of here. I can't remember the island name, but you'll know it when you see it, just let me go please!" _

"_Hmm, let me think… Nope, I think I'll just take your eyes." _Said the man, slowly inching the drill towards the dragon's eye.

"_Wait, w-wait, the island, it was called Rankear, that's all I know, just please stop!"_ screamed the dragon, desperately trying to plead his way out.

"_Sorry, too slow." _Said the man, continuing to inch the drill towards the Whispering Death's eye.

"_No, please, I've already told you everything I know, you promised, please, NOOO!" _pleaded the dragon as the drill got closer and closer to it's eye. It almost pierced the eyeball when suddenly; Thane grabbed the man's arm and stopped him.

"Aww, c'mon Thane, I'm not done yet!" said the man, trying to shake Thane's grip off him.

"No, _we _are done. We have a schedule to keep." Said Thane

"No, _you _have a schedule to keep, now let me go, I wanna drill his eyeballs out!" said the man, forcing Thane away with a powerful shove and continued his drilling. Thane quickly regained his composure and pulled the man's hand away from the torture tool and threw him at a wall. Thane then charged and pinned the man to the wall by his neck.

"I said, we are done Malthazar." Said Thane, rage burning in his eyes.

"Hey now *cough, relax, I was only joking!" said Malthazar weakly. Thane let Malthazar fall to the floor and turned around to deal with the Whispering Death, only to find it gone.

"Damn. He got away." Said Thane, crossing his arms.

"Well, at least now we know where we're going." Said Malthazar as he dusted himself off.

"Well then, let's go." Said Thane, starting for the edge of the village

"_You're gonna regret that Thane Nightson, that I promise you." _Thought Malthazar when suddenly a thudding pain immediately started pounding in both Thane and Malthazar's chests.

"*Badump, Guk, gah!" shouted Thane, dropping to his knees.

"Heh, that feels funny." Chuckled Malthazar.

"Grr, gah, RAAAA!" screamed Thane.

"Hehehe, hahahaha, HAHAHAHAHA, YOU'RE IN PAIN, HAHAHAHAHA PAIN RHYMES WITH THANE, BAHAHAHAHA!" Laughed Malthazar. All of a sudden, grey fire started appearing at both the twin's feet and gradually started moving up their bodies.

"RAAAAAAAARGH!" shouted Thane in complete and utter anger, the grey fire spreading faster and faster across his body.

"_Thane, vent your anger or it will consume us!" _shouted a voice in Thane's head as he screamed in anger.

"I… am… TRYING!" he shouted as the fire came closer and closer to his thighs.

"BAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA, THIS HU-HA-HURTS LIKE HELL, GAHAHAHAHA!" said Malthazar, laughing like a madman **(think of Joker's laugh)**.

"_Malthazar, stop laughing, or you'll get us both killed!" _screamed a voice in Malthazar's head, but it seemed like he was too busy laughing to notice.

"COME… ON, MUST… ARG, RELAX!" shouted Thane as the tried to calm himself down, the grey fires already reaching his waistline.

"HAHAHAHA, CAN'T DIE… LIKE THIS!" laughed Malthazar. He suddenly stopped laughing, which only left a deranged grin on his face as his mouth started quivering. Eventually he was able to force his face muscles into a frown and the grey fire on his legs immediately dissipated and he fell to the ground in exhaustion. Thane on the other hand was still shouting in anger as the grey fires almost passed his waistline.

"NO, NOT… LIKE… THIS!" shouted Thane, clutching the ground hard enough to break a boulder. His face muscles started contorting his expression from pure fury and anger to a very small smirk. Like what happened to Malthazar, the grey fires around him dissipated and he fell to the ground in exhaustion.

"Black…bolt, how… far?" asked Thane

"_Slightly past your waistline, it's getting more intense every episode." _Said Blackbolt inside Thane's head

"Well *huff, at least we…live to fight…another… day, right Starstreak." Asked Malthazar, a cocky smirk on his face.

"_YOU IDIOT, DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH STRESS YOU JUST PUT ON ME, I HATE YOU, HATE YOU, HATE YOU!" _screamed Starstreak in Malthazar's mind.

_Crybaby. _Thought Malthazar.

"_I heard that!" _replied Starstreak.

"Damn, we're running out of time." Said Thane, slowly getting up.

"Well then what are we waiting for grumpy-pants, let's get moving!" said Malthazar, taking a deep breath and exhaling, shooting out grey flames, like the ones that was just earlier running across his body. The grey flames fully engulfed Malthazar and instead of Malthazar, a black Nightfury with a silver streak on its head came barreling out and took flight. Thane did the same thing as well, breathing grey fire, transforming into the heavily scarred Nightfury from before and taking off into the sun.

**XXXXXXXXXXX**

_Fort Firebrand_

_Crimson POV._

"That isn't a good enough reason Crimson." Said the old man for the fifteenth time.

"Look Old Man, no matter how many times you ask this is my answer, he deserves a second chance! Isn't that what we do here, give second chances." I shouted back.

"Yes, but not like this, we would have called on him when he was of age, this is too early." Replied the old man.

"Well I couldn't wait any longer, besides I had no choice, he was gonna…" I started but the old man slammed his foot on the ground and effectively cut me off.

"Don't feed me that crap, you could've stopped his suicide a number of other ways, but you _chose _to fake his death. I know you, you wouldn't take a chance like that unless it meant something to you, now tell me, why?" he asked and I just couldn't hold it anymore.

"It's because he's like me!" I shouted, "Tossed away like trash, betrayed by the ones he loved, hell, his own father took him for granted. My father tossed me out cause I didn't look like I could've held my own. I'm lucky the Grimler Dragons found me and took me, no, _us _in, but Hiccup, he had a real home, with a real family, one that stabbed him in the back and tore his trust apart, and I know how that feels. My father left me to die, and his father forced him to die and I won't let what happened to me, happen to him. You happy now you old codfish?"

The old man wasn't speechless, nor was he in any way going to say anything back. After a few minutes of silence, the old man decided to say something. "Hahahaha, I never thought you, out of all people would get sentimental like that."

"WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU, I POUR MY HEART OUT AND YOU LAUGH! C'MERE, YOU'RE DEATH ARRIVES OLD MAN!" I shouted, strangling the old man like I did earlier.

"No-o-o, it's, be-e-ecause you-ou-ou aren't one for sa-a-appy talks like tha-a-at!" said the Old Man as foam started to form in his mouth while I was strangling the life out of him.

"YOU FRIGGIN' CROCK **(it's a word, not cock, crock) **I SWEAR TO THE ASHES OF THE OLD I'LL RIP YOUR HEART OUT AND FEED IT TO FURIOUS!" I shouted, continuing to shake the old man around, but a few seconds later, the large oak door creaked open, and what came inside terrified me more than Ziva throwing me off a cliff. A leather-clad warrior with a faceless mask (except for eyeholes) with a bunch of horn-like points sticking out from the top through the doors and stared at me with a blank expression.

"V-Val, wh-what a surprise, its b-been a while!" I stuttered, dropping the old man and facing Val.

"Why hello Crimson. So, I heard from the old man you had something to tell me?" said Val, twirling her strange staff-thingy with two hooks on each end. I looked at the old man one more time in annoyance as he started foaming on the floor then looked back at Val in fear.

"Uh… umm, no-no, nothing, nothing at all, I didn't do anything!" I said, panicking.

"Really…" she said, jumping forward and swinging her staff/hook at me. I had mere seconds to dodge before being crushed into a bloody mess. "…Then explain to me why you bright the boy here!"

"W-Wait, I have an explanation!" I screamed, dodging another strike from Val's staff.

"Oh, I heard your 'explanation' already. You promised that he'd be safe, that you'd watch over him, that you'd keep him _out _of this life!" she shouted, smashing a nearby table.

"Val, if you heard what I said a while ago, you'd knooow, that I had no choice!" I said, dodging another few swings from her staff.

"You always have a choice Crimson, and you chose to involve him with you!" shouted Val, swinging her staff in a large arc, but before the hit connected a sudden vibration in my right pocked made me stop. After ages of dodging and evading, I finally got serious as I caught the staff with my hand, which clearly surprised Val.

"So, finally getting serious…" said Val, readying herself for a fight.

"We've got a problem. The motion detectors I put around him… they just went off." I said. Val's eyes widened inside her mask and we both bolted out of the library. "Sorry old man, we've got an emergency!"

"F…ine, but hu…rry up." Said the old man weakly as Val and I charged through Fort Firebrand and out into the town.

"_Cloudjumper, Gruff!" _shouted Val in dragonese. In about two seconds, two dragons came flying down and picked up Val and me as we headed over to where Hiccup was resting.

"_Val, where are we going?" _asked Cloudjumper **(search him on the httyd wikia and you'll find his description)**.

"_My house." _I replied in the same language.

"_Uhh, excuse me, were we talking to you?" _asked Gruff **(also search him on the wikia)**, about to shake me off his back.

"_Both of you, this is important, we have to hurry, someone's life is at stake!" _shouted Val and both Cloudjumper and Gruff sped off towards my house.

As soon as we reached my home, I literally jumped off Gruff and landed on the roof. I used my roof entrance and jumped into the middle of my room, and what I saw before me shocked my soul out of my body. There he was, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, in the middle of a pile of broken glass with cuts on his wrists and bleeding out, fast. Val jumped in right after me and froze in shock.

"Val, we need to get Anj!" I shouted, picking up Hiccup and placing him on my back. Val however was still frozen and not registering the fact that I was shouting at her to help me save Hiccup's life.

"VALKA, SNAP OUT OF IT AND HELP ME!" I shouted even louder. That was enough to wake Valka up from her moments of shock and help me load Hiccup onto Cloudjumper.

_Dammit, you can't die yet! _

**XXXXXXXXXXX**


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3: Hello New Best Friend

_Clinic_

_Hiccup POV._

"No… no… NO *GASP!" I screamed, jumping up from my bed, panting and tears streaming down my face. I frantically looked around, not knowing where I was, again. I looked at my body, trying to make sure I wasn't hallucinating, but instead of my old clothes I wore some strange white tunic, almost like a night gown. "No, why… why am I still alive?!"

I tried to get off the bed, but something held my wrists down and when I looked, I saw two chain cuffs linked to my heavily bandaged wrists. I also noticed the bandages on my face were changed to one really big eye patch. I removed the patch and examined it, it was pure black with a golden and was big enough to cover my entire scar. "Wh-What is this?"

"That my young friend, is your first eye patch." Said a voice. I looked around frantically till I saw a guy with auburn hair like mine, red eyes, light skin and wearing a brown shirt and dark brown pants. He was sitting at the foot on my bed in a backwards chair, his arms resting on the backrest.

"Wh-Who are you?" I asked fearfully.

"Me? I'm the guy who stopped you from dying, again." He said, holding up a noose and pointing to my wrists. Well, at least I know I wasn't dreaming about the "mysterious voice" that saved me.

"Why didn't you let me die?!" I shouted, trying to get up and grab him. The chains held me back, but the man didn't even look surprised.

"Jeez, relax man, dying isn't very good for your health you know. Besides, can't let kids die, I'd burn in hell for that." He said, smiling.

"Y-You… I-I, I'm not supposed to be alive. I failed to live, I failed to die, and now I don't even know where I am or who I'm with!" I shouted, clutching my head.

"Crimson…" said the man.

"W-What?" I asked, looking at him.

"My name, it's Crimson, Crimson the Red Skin, nice to meet you." He replied, smiling at me again like I never said anything.

"H-Hiccup, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III." I replied. I don't understand why I gave a total stranger my name, especially someone with the title "Red Skin", but it seemed like the right thing to do.

"So Hiccup, how's life?" he asked, completely oblivious to the fact that I was sitting in a bed, my wrists bandaged and bound with a gigantic scar on my face and an eye patch in my hand.

"Oh it was fine, my life suddenly came down crashing, I've had two attempted suicides and I'm stuck in a room, bound to a bed with a guy I don't even know sitting in front of me, asking how my day was going. So sure, my life's fine!" I raged, but Crimson just started laughing. Normally I don't get angry, but this guy was _really _starting to annoy me. "What's so funny?"

"Hahahaha, i-it's just I wasn't talking about your _old _life, I was talking about your new one!" he said, completely confusing me.

"New life?" I asked, confused as to what he meant, but Crimson almost immediately changed the subject.

"Hey, you wanna see something cool?!" he asked, almost like a five year old child. I was tempted to say no, but I really wanted him to release me so I could strangle him.

"I-I guess." I said, unsure of what he wanted to show me.

"Great! Now close your eyes… I mean, eye." He said and I begrudgingly did as he asked. I closed my one good eye and tried looking with my bad one. Even though half my face was burnt, I could almost see out of my burn-side eye, but it was all blurry. From what I could see, and hear, Crimson was talking to something in weird clicks and growls, with the something talking back in the same language. The something stopped talking and it started moving towards me. I could see a gigantic blob getting closer and closer to my face until I started to smell the peculiar scent of fire and brimstone. I couldn't contain my fear when I opened my eyes and saw, staring at me, a dragon and if it didn't kill me, the heart attack would've.

"AAAAAAH, ARE YOU CRAZY!" I shouted, trying to squiggle away from the dragon, but thanks to the chains I got nowhere but a few inches of space between me and five hundred pounds of pure scales and firepower. The dragon looked at me with its pair of cold, reptilian eyes, before the slits turned round and the dragon liked me in a very wet and very slow kiss.

"See, he likes you!" said Crimson, grinning like a madman.

"NO IT DOES NOT, 'HE' IS JUST HAVING A TASTE OF HIS NEXT MEAL, JUST PLEASE LET ME GO!" I shouted, but what happened next wasn't really the response I was looking for. The dragon, I think it was a Gronkle, started lumbering over to my handcuffs and started gathering lava in its mouth. I closed my eyes and expected the Gronkle to blast lava all over me, but instead I heard a sizzling sound and when I looked, my handcuffs were melted off and the Gronkle was drooling lava. I scurried back to the other side of my bed and tried escaping, but my legs suddenly gave way and I crumpled to the floor. I almost landed face flat, but the dragon caught me with its head. I was shocked, to say the least, when the dragon flapped its tiny wings like a bee and, with me dangling on its head, placed me back on my bed and tucked me in. It buzzed over to my bedside, sat down and started panting like a dog. I had a terrible idea, but it was an idea nonetheless. I reached out towards the Gronkle, half expecting it to bite my hand, but instead, it just lowered my head and I patted it.

"Cool right?" asked Crimson, still smiling.

"Y-Yeah, this actually is cool." I replied, scratching the Gronkle under its ear, making its leg twitch and eyes roll over in ecstasy.

"So Hiccup, you wanna see something even more cooler!" said Crimson, again with his weird five-year-old impression. I was tempted to say no, but looking at the Gronkle, I decided, to Hel with it.

"Alright." I replied.

"Great, come on!" he shouted, rising up, accidentally kicking the chair over. Crimson whistled and the Gronkle stood full attention then flew away, blasting through the door and letting the daylight fly in. I shielded my eyes considering the room I was in was pretty dark, the daylight blinded me. He grabbed me by my wrist, making the cut hurt like hel but not bleed, and dragged me to the door but stopped midway. "Now hold on, you can't go out looking like that!"

I thought Crimson would bring out my old clothes, or some fresh new ones, but instead he just took my eye patch and tied it over my face. "There, perfect!"

_Wow, really, you're gonna bring me out there looking like…like… _I thought as I stepped out the door. If you're wondering why I didn't finish, it's because what I saw before me literally numbed my mind and blasted it to pieces. Outside I saw a busy town, not a village, but a town! There were people everywhere, going about their own business, children running around playing games and some soldiers marching around or goofing off somewhere, but the real shocker, was that there were dragons. Now normally that wouldn't shock me that much, dragons were a common annoyance to Vikings, but what shocked me was the fact that the dragons were _living _alongside the people. There were men riding on dragons, women working with dragons, even the children were running around with baby dragons behind them, buzzing around and trying to catch them. The landscape just went uphill from where I was standing, if I looked to my left I could see that I was most probably on an island, but if I looked to my right I saw a gigantic mountain with houses built on it and a strange, castle-like structure on the peak. The land was grassy and beautiful while the mountain was barren and rocky with all kinds of dragons perched on each step.

"Hiccup, welcome to Sammen town!" said Crimson, waving his hand over the landscape.

"W-What… wh-why are there dragons here?!" I asked, about to run back into the building I was in.

"Oh the dragons, yeah, you Vikings don't really know this, but here, dragons live with us. They work with us, play with us and on some occasion fight for us, but most of all, they are friends with us." Replied Crimson, laughing as a kid tripped over a rock and started crying, but almost immediately a Terrible Terror flew over and comforted the kid. "Come on, let me show you around!"

Crimson grabbed my wrist before I could go back inside and led me around the _entire _town on a tour, which lasted a few hours.

"Sammen town is located somewhere close to the border of the Barbaric Archipelago, but we don't run like your regular Viking village. We have a very specific ranking system, and our high lord commands us, although everyone just calls him the Old Man. We are independent, but the people of Sammen town still accept odd jobs from around the world, from finding lost relatives, to fighting wars. No body really cares who's side we join cause if they try to attack us, they'd loose." Said Crimson. Just then, a war horn was heard in the distance and when I looked, fleets of Outcast ships were heading straight for shore.

"Uhh, Crimson?!" I said frantically, pointing towards the ships.

"Oh don't mind them, the shore-guards will take care of them." He replied and soon enough, soldiers and dragons in armor with blue belts and garments raced off to the shore. "Come on, we still have a lot to see!"

Completely ignoring the sounds of things exploding and screaming Outcasts, Crimson continued showing me around. Excluding the dragons, this seemed like your normal, run-of-the-mill town. People went around doing random errands, running through houses and establishments like a forge or even a tavern or two. What was strange was that every time someone saw Crimson, dragon or human, they bowed like he was some sort of chief, although me being in nothing but white clothes with no shoes and a black eye patch did draw some stares. It took about an hour of Crimson explaining every building and walking though every road, but we finally made a stop and I fell flat on the floor in exhaustion.

"Hey, we're not done yet, I still have to show you the Snake's place, then the Quarry!" said Crimson

"*Groan… no… more…" I groaned, attempting to stand up but failed miserably.

"Ok, maybe we should just skip to the stables." He said, picking me up and lifting me over his shoulder like a sack of wheat. He started carrying me over to another area of town and dropped me off at some weird stable-looking area. He placed me on a grassy area in front of the stable and I sat up. "Ok, wait here."

Crimson then walked off into the stables and left me alone in the grass. I sat alone; contemplating what the hel I was doing here, still alive and why I was in this strange village that trains dragons. My string of thought was broken when a weird leather ball decided to bash me on the head.

"Ow!" I exclaimed, rubbing my head and watching the ball roll away.

"Hey, kid with the eye patch, can you pass that back over here!" shouted a voice and when I looked, a group of kids about my age were looking at me. "Well, are ya gonna just sit there or kick the darned thing!"

"O-Ok, here I go!" I said kicking the ball, but if I was at least athletic or even _normal_, you could have called it a kick. It rolled about a few inches before stopping several feet away from my target. All the kids started laughing and saying stuff.

"Weak… Could've been better… Try next time loser…" they kept saying as they retrieved the ball. I slowly backed up and looked at them in fear as the one in front reared back to kick the ball at my face. I tried to shield myself from the incoming projectile, but the hit never connected and when I looked, Crimson was standing in front of me, holding the ball in his hand.

"Hello children." He said, showing off the creepiest smile in existence.

"L-Lord C-C-Crims-s-son!" said the kid in front, all of them bowing.

"Now get ready, FOR THIS!" shouted Crimson, throwing the ball into the air, making it disappear in the clouds as the kids literally ran for their lives. "HAHAHAHA, RUN FOOLS RUN!"

Normally, a person of my age who saw something like that would be traumatized and never talk to Crimson again, but for some reason I barely managed to stifle a chuckle. Crimson looked at my small smile and smiled back.

"C'mon kid, we've still got some things to see." Said Crimson, taking my hand and escorting me into the stables. "This here is our Dragon Stables, where the dragons are supposed to live, eat and sleep here, but they normally just sleep with their trainers. So we just use this place as a sort of "dragon nursery" for the baby dragons, which brings me to the main event of this tour."

Crimson then brought me to an area where I heard lots of heavy breathing and little purrs and growls. There were stalls left and right, they seemed normal enough, but when I tried looking in one, a baby Nightmare almost bit the other half of my face.

"Hey, don't peek in the stalls!" shouted a feminine voice and someone came out from one of the stalls looking not too fresh. She had messy brown hair, straight, but some parts stuck out like the hairs of a bushy beard. She had a sort of a pale-ish brown tone to her skin, and her dark blue eyes were covered by a pair of big round glasses **(think of those spirally shaded glasses you see in anime)**. She was wearing a weird white coat thing and a black shirt, skirt and a brown belt.

"Hey Anju, how's it going!" said Crimson approaching to hug Anju, but she quickly, as in blur speed quickly, avoided him.

"Crimson, what did I tell you about dropping in uninvited!" said Anju, looking a little more than annoyed.

"Aww c'mon Anj, you know I brought a guest." He said, pointing to me.

"H-Hi." I said weakly waving my hand.

"Aww you poor dear, being stuck with this idiot for an entire day. Don't worry, Anju the Healer will take good care of you." She replied, holding my face. "Crimson you idiot, you brought him around in clinic-clothes with no shoes and two very fatal wounds on his wrists!"

"Well I had to show him around!" Said Crimson, earning a smack in the head from Anju. "Ow!"

"Anyways, why are you here?" asked Anju, fixing her glasses.

"I'm here to see the baby." Said Crimson

"Oh, he just woke up, and very hungry, come on!" she said, waving us over to a stall on the very far left. She opened the doors and Crimson led me in and what I saw surprised me nearly more than when I first saw Sammen town. A small, black, baby dragon was rubbing itself on the hay, trying to scratch an itch on its belly. It was probably the most adorable thing in the world. Crimson pushed me in and I landed right in front of the dragon. It looked at me for a second with its big emerald eyes before resuming its belly scratching.

"What is it?" I asked.

"That my friend, is a baby Night Fury." Said Crimson and I looked back at the innocent, adorable mound of black scales. "He's only about seven years old, but strangely intelligent for it's age."

"This? A Night Fury?! As in the offspring of lightning and death itself, the bane to all Vikings everywhere?!" I said, surprised something so cute could be so deadly.

"Pretty much." Replied Crimson.

"It's so small." I said, getting up and sitting down in front of the Night Fury. It looked at me one more time and in fear, tried to fly away but just fell back down to earth. It seemed weird, but then I noticed one thing, its tail looked like it was missing a second fin. "What happened to its tail?"

"Oh, when he was a baby he was attacked by a Nightmare, ripped the other side of his tail clean off." Said Anju and I looked solemnly at the Night Fury.

"_Remember, a downed dragon, is a dead dragon." _I remembered Gobber saying. The tiny dragon shook off its previous failure and tried again, only landing back into a pile of hay. It looked back at me and tried to look ferocious by growling, but all it sounded like was a little puppy, and the fact that his stomach started growling didn't really help.

"Hey, why don't you try and get closer?" whispered Crimson

"Are you crazy, it looks like it wants to bite my face off!" I said fearfully.

"Don't worry, there's no chance of that happening. Now I'll walk you through nice and slow." He said. "Ok, first you need to show him you're not a threat, so show you don't have any weapons on you."

I started crawling closer and closer it until its eyes turned into slits and it started growling.

"N-Nice Night Fury, g-good Night Fury." I tried coaxing the Night Fury to me, but it wouldn't move a muscle. It was about to lunge at me before I panicked and took off my eye patch. "W-Wait, look, I'm like you!'

The Night Fury stopped its lunge and looked at me weirdly before returning to its ready stance.

"It's best to start feeding him first." Said Anju, throwing me a small sardine. I picked it up off the hay and held it in front of me. The Night Fury's eyes rounded and it looked at me with curious eyes.

"Here little dragon, I've got some nice fish for you." I said as the dragon moved closer and closer until it opened its mouth, showing off a set of toothless gums. "Toothless?"

Just as I said that, tiny retractable teeth popped out of the gums and it grabbed the fish in one quick motion. My hand shot back to my chest as the Night Fury started chewing on the little sardine and swallowing it. I was about to leave the stall when the Night Fury started purring and looking at me with its big eyes.

"Uhh, you had your food, now go back to sleep." I said, but the dragon still stared at me. It got even weirder when a weird sound started coming from the dragon and it lifted his head like it was about to puke. I was right about the puking part when the Night Fury regurgitated the back end of the sardine I gave it. It picked the sardine up with its mouth and walked over to me. I cringed a bit when the dragon dropped the sardine on my lap and sat in front of me. I looked back at Crimson and he made a "eat it" motion with his hands.

"_Are you crazy?" _I mouthed and he grinned and nodded. I looked back at the sardine on my lap and picked it up, holding it over my face. The Night Fury eyed me as I slowly put the slimy piece of fish in my mouth. It tasted like my dad's sweaty tunic mixed with Gobber's cooking, but I had to act like it tasted like the best thing in the world so I don't get nibbled on by a dragon. "Mmmm, *ugm, tasty!"

The Night Fury ran around happily before jumping into the air and gliding into my arms. Surprisingly it was warm, comfortably warm, like a tiny fire in my arms. It wrapped its tail around me and immediately fell asleep, looking at me for the last time with its big green eyes. I stepped out of the stable, the Night Fury in hand as Crimson was smiling like a madman and Anju was smiling and jumping up and down.

"Ican'tbelievehedidit (I can't believe he did it)!" she said, super fast.

"Bet you never saw this side to them before." Said Crimson

"Y-Yeah, how could something this innocent, become so violent and bloodthirsty?" I asked holding the Night Fury closer to my chest.

"Well it isn't their fault." Said Crimson

"What do you mean?" I asked curiously

"Up! That's a story for another day." He said, turning to leave, but he suddenly turned back around. "Hey, what do wanna call him?"

"What?" I asked

"Well, you can't have a dragon without naming him!" said Crimson

"Wait, you mean I can keep it… I mean, him?!" I asked excitedly, almost waking the Night Fury.

"Well, I think you should, considering you shot down his mom." Replied Crimson, confusing me.

"Wait, shot down his mom?" I asked, looking at the Night Fury.

"Hmm let's see, does high-speed flying bolas ring any bells?" he said, then it hit me, I _did _shoot down a Night Fury that day.

"So I really…?" I started and Crimson nodded. "Yes! I told them, I told them all but _noooo, _and they decided to pass me off as a failure, a loser! Ha, eat that!"

I was so happy I nearly dropped the Night Fury I was holding, but Crimson and Anju weren't as ecstatic.

"Well good for you, you dropped the female Night Fury population from five, to four." Said Crimson.

"What are you talking about?" I asked and Anju sighed.

"*Sigh, Night Furies are terrible parents, for one, once their children hatch, the mother leaves them to fend for themselves in the wild. Only one out of the fifteen eggs survive, one of the reasons why you don't see many Night Furies around." Said Anju and I looked at the little dragon, realizing what I did.

"I-I had no idea." I said, but Crimson decided to smack me in the back as hard as possible.

"No worries, almost nobody knows what they're hunting. It's not your fault." Said Crimson, smiling. "So what are you gonna name him?"

I looked at the little dragon, sleeping peacefully in my arms and had an idea.

"Toothless… his name is Toothless." I said, and just as I said it, Toothless looked like he smiled in his sleep.

"Great, Toothless it is! So, now we can finally go home!" said Crimson, making a move to leave when suddenly Anju grabbed him by the collar of his shirt.

"Oh no, we still have to talk. Hiccup, could you please wait outside." She said and I complied, not wanting to face the wrath of Anju.

**XXXXXXXXXXX**

_Dragon Stables_

_Crimson POV._

"Was that a good idea?" asked Anju

"What?" I replied

"I mean, was it a good idea to give a suicidal thirteen year old a baby dragon that will one day become one of the deadliest and most accurate three hundred pounds of scales and fire?" she said

"Yes."

"Crimson, cut the crap and tell me already." Said Anju, crossing her arms.

"*Sigh, he needs anchors."

"Excuse me, wait, did you just say _anchors_?" asked Anju, looking at me weirdly.

"Yes, anchors, things that will tie him down to this world, things to make sure he doesn't float away. Eventually I'm just gonna add more and more anchors until he's completely weighted down, and only will be set free if the chains are cut." I replied

"Wow, pretty philosophical." She said

"I do have my moments." I replied, starting to walk out of the stables. "Oh yeah, thanks for saving him earlier."

"No problem, stopping children from bleeding out from their wrists is my specialty." Said Anju, turning around and returning to her work. I walked out of the stables only to find Hiccup and the newly named dragon Toothless horsing around, tackling each other and both laughing like madmen.

"_Toothless, Toothless, Toothless!" _said Toothless in dragonese, spinning around wildly; trying to catch his own tail while Hiccup was laughing his head off.

"Hahaha, you go Toothless!" he exclaimed as Toothless spun around and around until he tripped and fell in exhaustion. I smiled when Hiccup looked at me and Toothless ran up Hiccup and nestled on his head and in his hair.

"Having fun?" I asked

"Lots! I can't believe my entire village hates these guys." Said Hiccup, petting Toothless

"_Toothless like Hiccup, Toothless like Hiccup!" _said Toothless, but for Hiccup it only came out as several happy purrs and growls.

"Well, we better get back, it's getting late and the Night Guard will stab anything out after dark." I said and Hiccup happily followed me back home, saying something along the way I won't forget anytime soon.

"Hello new best friend."

**XXXXXXXXXXX**


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter 4: Failing Dragon Training… Again

_Two Years Since Accident_

_Hiccup: 15 years old (Think of Hiccup from HTTYD 2)_

_Toothless: 9 years old_

**Note: **_Italics are dragonese_

Normal font is Norse

**(My notes in bold parenthesis) **

_**Foreign Languages in Bold/Italics**_

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Sammen Town _

_Hiccup POV. _

"_Hiccup, what are you doing?" _asked Toothless in dragonese.

"_It's called experimentation Toothless, trust me on this." _I replied, spreading my arms and showing Toothless my new invention. _"I call it, the Squirrel Suit!"_

"_Hiccup, as your dragon and as your friend I'm gonna say this is the worst idea you've ever had in a very long line of bad ideas." _Said Toothless and I smiled. I fixed my eye patch and tightened my green belt around my waist as I looked down from the cliff I was standing on.

"_This will work bud, just you wait until I be the first human to invent flight!" _I said, putting on my helmet.

"_Hiccup, if humans were meant to fly you'd have wings, and if dragons were meant to do the things humans do, we'd have thumbs." _Said Toothless, holding up his paw and raising his eyebrow, or eyebrow area.

"_Trust me, this will work." _I said, stepping over to the edge of the cliff. _"AAAAAAAHH!"_

"_HICCUP!" _shouted Toothless, running over to the edge of the cliff.

"_WOHOOOO!" _I shouted, suddenly flying up and around the area below the cliff.

"_What the…? It actually worked, Hiccup, you're flying!" _shouted Toothless, running around in circles.

"_It's not flying! It's more like falling in style, but it's just as amazing WOHOOO!" _I shouted, closing the wings under my arms and falling down, then boosting myself up again. All I saw through my mask was Toothless running around in circles, praising me for my work.

"_Hey, I wanna fly too!" _said Toothless, stretching his wings and looking at me joyfully.

"_Ok, but we'd better be quick, it's almost breakfast." _I replied, landing back on the cliff as light as a feather and strapped myself on Toothless. _"You ready bud?"_

"_Always. Three, two, one, go!" _shouted Toothless, running off the cliff, but before we could achieve a proper takeoff, someone grabbed Toothless by his tail and threw us back on the ground.

"_Gah!" _I said, rolling off Toothless and landing a few inches away while someone pinned Toothless to the ground by scratching his belly, making Toothless roll his eyes and twitch his leg in bliss. I couldn't see his face cause his back was turned, but there was no mistaking who "attacked" me.

"Aww, he looks kinda cute." Said the man in Norse, continuing to scratch Toothless.

"Malthazar?! What was that for?!" I screamed, throwing off my helmet.

"Hey, don't get all 'Thane' on me, I'm just here to bring you back home." Said Malthazar, turning to face me, smiling sadistically.

"Umm, is that good or bad?" I asked, Toothless snapping out of his scratch-induced ecstasy when Malthazar stood up. Toothless raced over to my side and looked at Malthazar fearfully, oh, did I mention Toothless has a completely irrational fear of Malthazar's dragon Starstreak, so whenever Malthazar gets close to Toothless he'd literally run for dear life. Something about Starstreak being a "scary old lady."

"_H-Hello St-Starstreak." _Stuttered Toothless, suddenly, Malthazar's eyes turned a shade of purple and his pupils thinned into slits.

"_Why hello little dragon, I see you remembered your manners this time." _Said Starstreak in Malthazar's body, using his super sadist grin and amplifying it ten times over. Toothless whinnied and hid further behind me as I patted his head to try and comfort him.

"_Hey, that's not nice Starstreak, cut it out." _I commanded

"_Sheesh Haddock, I was just having some fun." _Said Starstreak, giving back control of Malthazar's body to him when her purple reptilian eyes shifted back to Malthazar's insane grey ones.

"Ok Star, you had your fun, now it's time for me to bring Mr. (the) III back to big boss Mr. (the) II." Said Malthazar, breathing grey fires on him and stepping out in Starstreak's Night Fury body. _"We'll be waiting back at the house." _

With that he flew off into the town and headed towards my house where everyone was probably waiting.

"_Come on Toothless, we don't want to keep 'big boss Mr. (the) II' waiting." _I said, getting on Toothless' back, prepping his prosthetic tail and flying off in the same direction as Malthazar.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Hiccup/Crimson's House_

_Hiccup POV. _

I flew through Crimson's roof entrance and landed smack dab in the middle of Crimson and Malthazar's conversation. They were talking about convincing someone, but they stopped as soon as they saw me.

"Hiccup, we have to talk." Said Crimson, sitting on a backwards chair with a serious look on his face.

"Umm, is this about sneaking out to test the Squirrel Suit because it was all Toothless." I replied, earning a smack on the head from the Night Fury's tail.

"Unfortunately no, this is about Dragon Training." Said Crimson and a sense of terror filled both Toothless and me.

_Oh no, it's about that. Crud. _I thought, bracing myself for the lecture Crimson was about to give me. From behind me, Malthazar tossed a little clipboard and Crimson caught it and read it.

"From what I can see, aside from dragon care, battle strategy, languages and general dragon knowledge, you're failing in every single part of your training. Do you know what this means?" asked Crimson, waving the clipboard around and raising an eye as Malthazar chuckled in the background.

"Uhh, I don't get my new belt?" I replied, holding my belt.

"This is serous Hiccup, if you can't rank up to your blue belt, you can never reach the orange belt. You remember the ranking system right?" he said

"Yeah, yeah, Green, then Blue, then Orange, then Brown, then Red, then Grey." I said

"Green for regular people, Blue for soldiers, Orange for official Dragon Riders, Brown for healers and dragon tamers, Red for Dragonborn then Grey for Dragon Lords." Said Malthazar, but one look from Crimson and he immediately shut up.

"Hiccup, if you don't pass your Green-Blue test, you won't be able to reach soldier rank, that means you can't reach the dragon rider rank and you'll be stuck as a regular civilian forever. Don't you want to go out, to live free, explore the world with those you care about?" asked Crimson and I looked at Toothless who looked back at me with his shiny emerald eyes.

"Yes." I replied, petting Toothless, earning a low purr from him.

"Then the only way you can pass that is if you get perfect scores on your Green-Blue exams." Said Crimson

"…And you can only do that by either: becoming the greatest dragon trainer prodigy in history in less than a month, or you cheat… with Thane watching." Said Malthazar and I immediately knew I wouldn't pass. For one, the things I was failing at are: basic self-defense, dragon/human anatomy and weaknesses, weapon handling, physical education, and practically everything that involved using my body (aside from the dragon/human anatomy) I got an absolute zero. So trying to become a dragon training legend in less than a month for my Green-Blue belt transition test is nearly impossible, and trying to cheat on a test made by Thane is completely impossible and a suicide mission. He's got the eyes of a hawk, the hearing of a bat and the ruthlessness of… well… _Thane. _Trying to trick him was like trying to find hay in a needle stack, and I know that's not how the saying goes, but that's how impossible and extremely painful it'll be if you try to trick Thane.

"_***Sigh, shit."**_ I said in Chinese (I did well in languages remember).

"What did he say?" asked Crimson, looking at Malthazar. Crimson can't speak Chinese, that's why I said it like that.

"_**Hahaha didn't know you swore." **_Said Malthazar in the same language, making both Crimson and Toothless confused. Dragons don't speak Chinese in case you didn't know.

"_**Only on special occasions." **_I replied, giving a little smirk to Malthazar

"_**Heh, I like your spunk kid." **_Said Malthazar.

"_Hiccup, what are you talking about?" _asked Toothless in dragonese.

"_Nothing Toothless. _Anyways, do you really think I can pass?" I asked

"You'd better, unless you wanna be cooped up here in Sammen town. Hiccup, the belts we wear aren't just for show, they are a symbol of authority throughout the Archipelago, heck, the world. It's a symbol of power, of accomplishment, of friendship. Don't take this belt for granted, it means more than you think." Said Crimson, and with that he waved me off and I left the house, flying off with Toothless towards Dragon Training.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Training House_

_Hiccup POV._

I was about four seconds late for dragon training, but even that was enough to get me into trouble.

"KID, you're four seconds too late! What do you think this is, volunteer work?" shouted Thane, crossing his arms and putting on an extra furious look.

"Hey Hiccup, what are you wearing?" asked Bomber. Bomber was _way _taller than a normal seventeen year old should be, about 6'4". His square jaw was covered by a generous amount of fat, along with his chunky arms and legs. He had no hair whatsoever, but covered it up with a weird bandana thing, so he kinda looked like a fat pirate in his gigantic brown fur vest, little blue leggings (his torso seems bigger than his legs) and large fur boots. He petted his forest-green Gronkle, Swampy while Swampy started purring and letting her tongue hang out of his mouth. Bomber looked at me weirdly, pointing at the leather armor that I used as the disguise for the main mechanisms I used for the squirrel suit.

"Oh this, this is my new invention. Although I still have to work out some of the kinks." I said, tapping my chest.

"Looks dorky." Said Spitshot, picking her nose.

"Nah, I think it looks… flammable." Said Spitfire and the twins looked at each other with glee. The twins were, as you can already tell, Spitshot and Spitfire or the pyromaniacs of the town. They looked almost identical, except for the obvious fact that they were opposite genders. They both had dirty blonde hair; Spitfire's was long and spiky while Spitshot's was short and straight. They both had that mischievous glint in their eyes and if you wouldn't pay attention, they could leave you penniless and with a flash-bomb down your pants. They may be deceitful and annoying, but, aside from Snake, they were the best bomb makers in the entire island and could make anything from a smoke bomb to an incendiary bomb. Spitfire had a dark brown long furry animal vest with a very light pale green shirt that went all the way past his hip. Around his waist, there is a brown sash-like belt that is tied around. He also wears light greyish-blue pants and dark brown furry boots. On his arms, he wears a long brown arm cloth armband that starts at his elbows and ends at his wrists. Spitshot wears a light brown, animal skin-like vest and a dark blue shirt that goes a little over her hip and ends in tatters. She wears a greyish brown short skirt that also ends in tatters. Around her waist, she wears a metal-leather belt with an unidentified metal crest in the middle of it. Spitshot wears dark brown pants and dark blue furry boots. On her arms, she wears a long dark-greyish cloth brace that starts at her elbows and stops at the wrist. A bit of the cloth also goes through between her first and second finger.

"No it is not flammable and no you cannot try." I said and the twins looked at the floor, but I could still see them smirking. Their dragon, or dragons Rayne and Ryne wrapped their heads around them and tickled them with their tongues **(I swear, if any of you think wrong I will set Thane loose on you)**. Rayne and Ryne was a greenish-blue Zippleback with fire designs on their sides with orange lines around them.

"That armor is not necessary Hiccup, you'd be better off without it." Said Natalie. Natalie was one of the only girls in the class and probably the most extremely noticeable out of us all. Her brown hair was tied into a ponytail with a red string and strange tribal designs were painted all over her body. Are you wondering how I could see that? No I don't have x-ray vision, it's because Natalie wore nearly no clothing at all, only a brown cloth covered her breasts with white fur stuck around the edges. Her "skirt" was made from brown cloth and eight dragon teeth strapped around her waist. She had big brown fur boots that reached all the way up to her knees, but the part that covered her feet wasn't as big and bushy as the part that covered her legs. Her dragon Thorn was a Deadly Nadder and didn't really have any defining characteristics, aside from the fact that the horns on Thorn's head were curved instead of straight.

"Heh, he probably needs that to save his own arse whenever he meets me." said Draco. Draco was Ziva's brother, and like his sister he was extremely under height, and instead of Ziva's "loud" personality, Draco had an ego the size of Furious (Crimson's dragon) and the intelligence of a barrel of fish. He had sort of a childhood crush on Natalie, but he had a "crush" on all girls and normally fifty girls on each arm would surround a guy with his appearance, but his ego always scared them off. Like his sister, his hair wasn't the normal black, brown or blonde, but a light and blinding orange, his eyes were also the same color **(no he is not ginger for some people who are reading)**. He was wearing his usual fur vest and cloth tunic and pants with a gigantic belt around his waist. His dragon Swiftwing was a very disobedient, very bright red Monstrous Nightmare with the wingspan of a Timberjack and the same ego as Draco.

"No Draco, this is not for protection. This is my new invention!" I said, about to pull out the wings as Toothless started socializing with the other dragons, but the sudden sound of the floor smashing silenced everyone.

"Enough, all of you! This is not the park, you can chat there, but for now you're here. Everyone laps, trainees one hundred and ten around the entire interior, dragons one hundred and thirty, no flying. Everyone go, except for Haddock, he does one hundred and fifty. Well, get moving!" shouted Thane

"What about me?" asked Catherine, putting on the most irresistible face possible. Ahh, Catherine Nightson, sister of Thane and Malthazar, also the most beautiful thing since Astrid from my failed Viking days. Her long jet-black hair was tied up in a ponytail and pale skin made her look like the night and stars, and probably the moon too considering she had this moon shaped, silver scar on her forehead. Her dragon, a Night Fury named Sky had caught Toothless' heart, but Sky didn't show any feeling toward Toothless whatsoever. My relationship to Catherine was somewhat the same as the one with a certain blonde female Viking I know, ignorance and a tinge of annoyance.

"No, and because you said that, twenty extra laps for everyone." Said Thane and everyone groaned in agony as they immediately started running around the entire complex of the training house. The training house is located probably at the center of town and is the place where all future soldiers, trainers and Dragonborn are made. It's nothing special, except for the fact that it is a winding maze of rooms for teaching and training the mind and body and also it was ridiculously huge, so one lap around the entire thing seemed like running the entire village of Berk. All my trainee classmates and Toothless' dragon "friends" were running around the entire house and after about an hour and thirty minutes, we were finished and fell down flat on the ground.

"That *huff, was a *huff, terrible idea *wheeze." She said

"Well it *huff, was worth *wheeze, trying." I replied.

"What? *Huff, wasn't *huff talking to you *huff, Hiccup." Said Catherine and I blushed heavily in embarrassment

"Alright, all of you get up, I've got something to tell you. " said Thane and we all groaned, but got up anyways in fear of what Thane would do if we didn't. "As you all may know, your Green-Blue transition test is coming up in a few weeks…"

Everyone started whispering and chatting about the test, but a loud cough from Thane shut them all up.

"Quiet! Now as I was saying, your transition test is coming up, which means, if you pass, you'll be moved up from your civilian green status, to your soldier blue status, _if _you pass." He said, looking at me especially and I audibly gulped. "Considering that your test is coming soon, regular classes are suspended… (Everyone cheers, dragon and human), BUT, you all will spend the day training here for your exams."

Everyone was completely overwhelmed with happiness when Thane said that, considering that an entire day of training was better than an entire day spent with Thane screaming at us.

"*Sigh, at least I can get some training in before I completely fail." I said, solemnly walking over to a secluded corner of the house.

"_Don't worry Hiccup, you'll get your shot sometime." _Said Toothless

"_*Sigh, yeah, sometime…" _I replied absentmindedly, and because I was lost in thought, I didn't hear Thane the first several times until he came over and slapped me upside the head. "Ow!"

"Done daydreaming kid?" asked Thane, raising an eyebrow.

"I am now."

"Good, cause I need to talk to you." He said, leading Toothless and me to the secluded corner we were looking for.

"Uhh, is there a problem?" I asked, my legs slightly shaking.

"_**I'd prefer we speak so no one will understand us." **_Said Thane in Latin.

"_**Ok, but why Latin?" **_I asked

"_**Why not?" **_replied Thane

"_**Fair enough. So, what is this you wanna talk about?" **_I asked, trying not to show my fear, but my looks completely betrayed me.

"_**The test Hiccup. I'm worried." **_He said, his cold stone stare completely contradicting his worried tone.

"_**Thane, if I really had a problem, you'd be the first I'd tell. I'll be fine Thane, trust me." **_I replied and Thane rolled his eyes.

"_**That's what Crimson said at Fort Sinister, and we all know how that turned out." **_Said Thane and I chuckled on the inside. Whenever Thane mentions Fort Sinister, he means the time Crimson and him were on a "covert operation-turned-castle-siege" with half of the entire roman army, and that's not an exaggeration. The romans were invited to a party at Fort Sinister and Crimson accidentally blasted through the mess hall in an attempt to "quietly" escape.

"Relax, I'm not him." I said, running back to the training area, motioning Toothless to follow me.

"No, you're more like him than you think kid." He muttered, but I didn't really hear him as I ran over to the sword training area.

"_You do know that you are hopeless at swordplay right?" _asked Toothless as I picked up a sword.

"_Yes I know, but it's worth a try to practice." _I said, stepping over to the LMCD (Life Model Copy Doll)we use to train and gave a few swings. The first time I tried I actually hit the doll, but I didn't even scratch it. All I did was rebound the sword off its head, tilting it to the side a bit. The second time the sword literally flew out of my hands and almost embedded itself on Sky's head, earning a glare from Catherine and another slap in the head from Toothless. I chuckled nervously as Thane looked at me and shook his head. He came over and took the sword away from me.

"*Sigh, maybe I should show you a thing or two kid before you impale my sister." Said Thane, throwing me a wooden sword instead of an actual steel one.

"_Told you, hopeless." _Said Toothless, chuckling as I glared at him.

"_Hey, this goes for you too Night Fury, don't think I'll let you off so easily, your hunting skills and tracking still need work, now go join the other dragons." _Said Thane. Toothless, although very reluctant, joined the other dragons to practice his tracking skills with Thorn, who was the best hunter-tracker. Thane picked up two other wooden swords, took his usual battle stance and beckoned me to try and attack.

"W-Wait, you want me to…?" I asked and Thane nodded. I visibly gulped as I got into a very makeshift battle stance and readied myself. Fortunately for me, Thane was "kind" enough to let me have first strike. I swung the sword in a wide arc, but Thane blocked it with ease and sent a clear stab to my heart, throwing me back a bit.

"You died, try again." He said, returning to battle stance. I groaned a bit and tried again, only to get knocked back on my arse, this time from a slash to the neck. And the cycle just went on and on, me attacking, Thane "killing" me, and repeats. This went on for about the entire training session and eventually attracted a crowd of all the others. Every time I got knocked down, everyone would laugh, even Toothless chuckled a bit, probably trying to fit in with the other dragons, right?

"_No, wrong, he's mocking you… he's betraying you… thinking your weak…" _voices pounded my thoughts as I was getting beaten to a pulp by Thane.

_Stop it stop it stop it! _I thought back, trying to block them out, but they just kept coming. Eventually, the next time I got knocked down I didn't bother getting back up.

"Well kid, at the rate you're going, you now have a _minute _chance of getting through the fighting part of the test without loosing a limb." Thane said and everyone burst out laughing. I looked around and saw Toothless walking over to me, looking at me sadly.

"_Hiccup, are you ok?" _he asked, letting his nose rest on my forehead.

"_Yeah bud, *gulp, *hah, I'm fine." _I replied, but Toothless didn't really seem to buy it. Suddenly the doors of the training house flew open, and in came Malthazar, Crimson and Ziva. Everyone, dragon and human, immediately stopped laughing and stood in attention as the three moved to surround me. I didn't budge, even as the four Dragonborn (Thane included) stood over me, mostly because of the voices pounding my head and wracking my nerves.

"I think he died." Said Malthazar, picking up my wooden sword and poking me with it. I groaned to signify that I was still breathing and very much alive.

"Nah, he's fine, I was just teaching." Said Thane

"Well if this is teaching, I'd hate to see what you do to punish the kids." Said Ziva, fixing a strand of blue hair that went over her eye.

"Hiccup, c'mon, get up, I've got something to tell everyone. Toothless, help me out." Said Crimson, grabbing my hand and yanking me up. I nearly fell, but Toothless caught me before I did.

"Th-Thanks bud." I said.

"_Fake… He doesn't love you… No one does…" _

"Stop…" I muttered.

"_What was that Hiccup?" _asked Toothless

"Uh, n-nothing." I replied, clutching my eye patch in pain.

"Hiccup, are you ok?" asked Crimson.

"Y-Yeah, fit as a fiddle!" I said a little too cheerful.

"Oook, well at least I can talk now. Alright listen up everyone, as Thane may have told you for the billionth time, your Green-Blue test is coming up." Said Crimson and everyone rolled their eyes in a "yeah, we got that" kind of way. "Wait, don't start groaning yet because I've got a very nice surprise for you all."

Now that got everyone curious, a surprise from Crimson is always the most random and least expected, sometimes in a good way, most of the time in a bad way.

"The person who racks up the most points, will become the leader of all of you and will be ranked up to Blue captain." Everyone was ecstatic. Anyone who ranked up to blue captain would have the same privileges and power over the other blue belts as a Dragonborn. All jaws hit the floor as Crimson pulled out a blue belt with a white stripe and held it up for us to see.

"I-Is that…?" asked Draco and his sister nodded.

"Oh yeah little brother, this is the belt _you _and Swiftwing are gonna wear if you pass this test." Said Ziva and both Draco and Swiftwing raised their heads up in confidence.

Just then, Crimson, Thane, Malthazar and Ziva's head perked up and moments later, a gigantic catapult boulder crashed through the roof and nearly crushed us. All the dragons and people dropped down in panic, but a slash from Thane and Malthazar turned the boulder into pieces.

"Oh no, not again!" shouted someone and when I looked, I saw a young blue belt soldier and his dark brown Gronkle flew in and landed right in front of the Dragonborn. He immediately bowed, pretty much hitting the floor and was apologizing without end.

"Whoa whoa whoa, what's all this?" asked Malthazar, pointing to the pieces of boulder lying around.

"S-Sorry s-sir, w-were fending off a-a-a few r-romans and one o-o-of the c-catapults got a shot out of our line!" said the soldier, still bowing.

"Hmm, romans you say? Well, this is my lucky day. Tell all your friends to back off, I wanna handle this attack." Said Crimson, putting on a grin that puts Malthazar's to shame.

"Y-Yes L-Lord Cromson, I-I mean Crimson!" Said the soldier getting back on his Gronkle and hovering back to relay the message to all the soldiers.

"Uhh, Crimson, you do know that the guard can handle it right?" asked Thane

"Yeah, but I'd like to show off to the kids ya know, just to give them a heads up on what they'll be when they grow up. Besides, Furious hasn't had the time to stretch out his wings so I'd like to get that down as well." Said Crimson grinning.

"Yeah well, if you find yourself in a pinch, don't bother calling me. I'm outta here the moment you get stabbed in your tiny little heart." Said Ziva, sitting down.

"Then it's settled, kids, get to the roof of the house and watch old Crimson do his job." Said Crimson, winking as he did a super jump out of the hole in the roof and towards the shore. Everyone got on their dragons and flew up into the sky, but not before I saw Catherine give me an annoyed look as she flew away. I sighed and got on Toothless, fixing his artificial tail into gear and flying up onto the roof.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Sammen Town, Roman Invasion_

_No POV._

Roman legionnaires flooded the shores of Sammen Town, shocked at the sudden retreat of the enemy. A single general attempts to rally the troops and give them hope, which results in the courage-filled shouts of the romans. All of a sudden, a figure dressed in plainclothes appeared in front of the romans, between them and the town.

"Excuse me, but this is private property. Leave now or die now." Said Crimson, crossing his arms.

"_**Look men, a feeble attempt at defending the rightful property of Rome. Stand aside and you shall not be harmed." **_Said the Roman general, pointing his sword at Crimson.

"_**Nah, I'd prefer to stay." **_Replied Crimson. All of a sudden, one soldier, his armor missing, bags under his eyes and matted hair screamed and ran over to Crimson. He immediately dropped to his knees and begged for mercy and prayed to spare the lives of his comrades.

"_**Oi, what are you doing, get back!" **_Shouted the general, angry that the soldier would bow to someone other than him.

"_**AAh, you must be from the thirteenth legion, the one I let go. And the used to say that thirteen was unlucky, alright, for that, you survive, the rest of you, I can't grantee you'll get out with all limbs intact." **_Said Crimson, stepping over the soldier who hid in the sand.

"_**St-Stay back!" **_said the general and all weapons were pointed at Crimson.

_Hey Furious, what do you think we should do? _Thought Crimson to his dragon Furious.

"_I think it's time for the 'Wrath of The Gods'." _Said Furious and Crimson grinned.

"_**Romans, just so you know, none of you will survive." **_Said Crimson, inhaling. When he exhaled, instead of air, a wall of dark red fire as high as a mountain surrounded Crimson__and engulfed him. The romans fell back as their general, caught in the flames was burned to ashes in an instant. The roman soldiers were terrified and leaderless as they contemplated running to their ships; gigantic blasts of fire cut them off with a wall of dark red flames. All the romans quaked in fear as a pair of gigantic legs the as wide as five men stepped out from the flame. Soon enough, the head that went with them, poked out, giving a deafening roar, dissipating the flames and revealing a dragon, as big as a mountain, it's back and the top of it's wings a deep red. It had about four eyes, two on each side that were situated near its head where two gigantic horns protruded. The jaw looked like it could crush a boulder in one crunch with its razor sharp teeth and putrid breath that smelled of gas and brimstone. The scent of fresh blood and guts filled the air, making the romans flinch.

"_**W-What is that monster?!" **_asked one roman at the very front.

"_**Who am I? Who am I you ask? Hehe, my name is Furious, nice to meet you romans, and welcome to hell." **_Said Furious, grinning and exposing even more rows of teeth. Gas built up in Furious' mouth as he roared upwards, shooting a jet of flame that turned the sky orange. He then proceeded to step on the romans, swinging his club-like tail and blowing fire everywhere. The romans could do nothing as one by one they fell. Meanwhile, the people left behind at the training house watched in awe and amazement.

"Whoa, so that's what Lord Crimson's dragon form looks like, it's the first time I've seen it!" said Bomber, looking amazed.

"_Hey Rayne, isn't that a Seadragonus Giganticus Maximus?" _ Asked Ryne, looking to his twin head.

"_Of course it is dummy, what other dragon do you know that's that big?" _replied Rayne, head-butting his other head.

"Cool." Said Draco, admiring Furious' strength as he crushed the remains of a roman battleship with his foot.

"_Amazing." _Said Sky with Toothless scoffing.

"_*Scoff, I can do that." _He said, arrogantly puffing up his chest, almost falling off the roof as he did so. Sky promptly ignored him and returned to watching Furious work. However, there was one who simply stared and yawned while romans were burning and dying in the distance.

"Hey, Hiccup." Said a voice and Hiccup turned around to see Catherine standing over him, slightly blocking out the sun.

"H-Hey C-Cat." Stuttered Hiccup slightly confused as to why his crush was suddenly talking to him.

"Only my brothers call me Cat Hiccup." She stated, her face contorting to anger.

"S-Sorry, I didn't know." He said, turning red as a cherry and playing around with his eye patch.

"*Sigh, it's fine. But I have a question for you." She said, sitting down beside him, but Hiccup moved away just an inch to try and avoid his red face being shown.

"O-Ok, what is it?"

"Why do you seem so… bored? Normally a spectacle like this would drive anyone mad with excitement, so why do you seem so bored?" she asked.

"W-Well, I've seen Crimson a hundred times so…" started Hiccup, but Catherine smacking Hiccup upside the head shut him up.

"Hey, don't address him like a common man, it's _Lord _Crimson remember." She said, but Hiccup seemed unfazed.

"Sorry. Force of habit, I do live with the man so it's kinda automatic to call him in a casual way. But if you want me to call him Lord Crimson I have no problem doing so." Said Hiccup, but Catherine looked at him confusedly.

"Wait, you live with Lord Crimson?" asked Catherine.

"Uhh, yeah, since I was thirteen. You didn't know?"

"No, I've only been to Lord Crimson's house once, and that was before you arrived. Thane doesn't bring me around much, and Malthazar always tries to bring me somewhere like a volcano." Said Catherine, her tone becoming sad, but immediately covering it up with another question. "So you've seen him in this dragon form?"

"Yeah, he shows off a lot. Not really a common trait from my family." Said Hiccup, again confusing Catherine.

"Wait, your family? You and the Lord are related? Thane _really _doesn't tell me anything." Said Catherine as an explosion from one of the last roman ships rang through the air.

"Yeah, he doesn't do well in the conversation department." Said Hiccup, earning a glare from Catherine for insulting her brother. "W-Wait, i-it was just a joke!"

But it was too late, the young girl stood up and walked away, a look in her eyes that Hiccup couldn't really see, but knew it wasn't friendly.

_Great, ruined another conversation. Way to go Hiccup. _He thought. _Thanks Uncle Crimson for the old "Hiccup Horrendous Haddock" luck. *Sigh, stupid family line. Thanks Crimson the Red Skinned, A.K.A my great grand uncle Hiccup Horrendous Haddock II son of Grimbeard the Ghastly and supposedly dead for a few decades, thanks for your stupid dumb luck. _

A roar from Furious symbolized the end of the battle. The romans were gone, either they found a way to escape or they were burned to ashes. All the people and dragons on the roof were escorted home, Hiccup still disappointed on how the conversation went. Meanwhile, Crimson, back into his human form, grinned madly as he looked around and saw the destruction, and placed his hands in his pockets and walked back home, whistling a strange tune on the way back.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**


	5. Chapter 5

**I'm not dead yet.**

Chapter 5: Supplements

_Crimson/Hiccup's House_

_Hiccup POV._

_Gods I am such an idiot. What was I thinking, making a joke about Thane like that? And that was my only actual conversation with her in ages. *Sigh, the gods hate me, both the norse, and the gods of dragons. _I thought, as Toothless carried me back to the house on foot.

_"__Hiccup, cheer up already. It wasn't all that bad." _He said, attempting to comfort me, but I just groaned.

_"__Tooth… I need some time alone." _I said as we reached the door to the house.

_"__Ok, I'll stay in Crimson's room." _Said Toothless, dropping me off at the front door and jumping over and onto the roof entrance. I slowly opened the door to the house, making sure Crimson didn't arrive yet before lugging myself to the little place I called my room.

My room was on the ground floor (Crimson's was on the second floor). It was a little secluded spot on the ground floor, just a door literally drilled into the wall of the main fireplace, think of my old house on Berk without the gigantic mass of Viking that I once called my dad. I slowly opened the door and the chaotic mess that I lived in came into view. My room was most probably the apex of chaos and messiness; random papers and old clothes were strewn out across the floor, dating back to my first few years living with Crimson. My bed was a little mattress on the ground, covered with a dirty piece of fur as a blanket. Toothless had a gigantic log that he called his bed, placed just a few inches away from mine so on cold nights he's lie next to me, his body heat keeping me warm. Toothless didn't like how hard the log was, so he made a makeshift nest out of the scrap paper and furs I had lying around and normally just piled them on the log, fried them and slept like a baby.

Anyways, I dragged my body to my bed, instantly flopping down and spraying papers everywhere. I lay face-flat for a while; until I needed air then I flipped over, spilling more papers into the air, some of them landing on my face. I laid there for a few seconds before becoming restless and deciding to go on a little trip down memory lane. I leaned over to the side of my bed, hitting a little panel on my floor, exposing a secret compartment where I kept a bunch of old journals and notes that meant something to me. I pulled out the little notebook on the top of the pile and flipped it open, skimming through the bunch of drawings and doodles that I made back on Berk, drawings of inventions, landscape, sunsets, people, and most especially, Astrid Hofferson. Yes, even after two years I still have feelings for her, although not as strong as before, they're still feelings nonetheless. Every time I look at her, I think of that day, the day they all betrayed me, the day they all abandoned me, and it brings me to tears. I was about to start crying, but the sound of knocking on my door made me shoot up and wipe the tears forming in my eyes.

"It's open." I said as the door swung open. Who came through kind of shocked me, but not really as much as it was supposed to. Through the door came a leather-clad warrior with a ginormous staff and a multi-horned helmet.

"Hiccup." The warrior said, taking off the helmet to reveal a woman with green eyes, like mine, and auburn hair.

"Oh, hey mom." I said, not even looking at her.

"Now Hiccup, that's not the way to treat your mother now is it?" she scolded, setting herself down beside me.

"No, it's not. Sorry." I replied half-heartedly.

"Alright son, what is it?" she asked, a look of concern on her face.

"Nothing, just leave it mom. I… I just need some time." I said and she nodded.

"Hiccup…" she said, clearly worried, her eyes giving off a certain look that I just couldn't resist telling my problems to.

_"__Do not trust… You have no family…" _whispered the voices. I pinched myself, to try and distract myself from the voices and revealed all my problems to my mom. After I finished my tale of sorrow, my mom looked at me with worried eyes and said:

"Hiccup, you can't always have success in your life, you have to have failure as well. Just because you've hit a bad streak, isn't any reason to think less of yourself. If you really want to be successful, you have to strive for it, bleed for it, and sometimes die for it. Success comes to those who fight." Her wise words were coupled by her soft, tender eyes, which made my problems seem to fly away. But as soon as they were gone, they came back in full force and I buried my face in my hands.

"Mom, why did you leave home?" I asked out of nowhere. The question came out of nowhere and a complete shock to her. I felt her flinch but she immediately relaxed.

"Oh Hiccup, *sigh, sometimes, destiny just has a plan, and that plan won't always agree with your feelings, but in the end, it's your choice whether to let the world stop you reaching your happily ever after or to stop you short." I sniffed and looked up into my mom's loving eyes; I smiled and rose up, sitting straight and wiped some tears out of my eyes.

"What about you, have you found your happy ending?" I asked. My mom answered without hesitation.

"My happy ending happened ages ago, and he's standing right here." She said, pulling me into a tight hug, which I returned in kind. "Now, why don't you stop whining and get back out there. I believe you'll get your girl eventually."

My eyes widened in shock as my mom released our hug and winked knowingly. I turned red as a cherry and turned away quickly.

"Moooom!" I groaned and she just chuckled.

"Oh come now child, it's completely natural to like women, I've seen the way you look at that Catherine girl. Word of advice: be as romantic as possible. When your father courted me…" she started, grinning, I covered my face because I felt like it would explode from embarrassment.

"Moooom! Can we just go outside now?" I said before a bad situation could be made worse.

_"__She is a lie… Doesn't love… There is no love…" _whispered the voices.

"That's enough out of you." I muttered. I was far enough that mom didn't hear, so she didn't give me the weird look that people normally give me when I suddenly talk to myself. We walked out the door together where Toothless was trying to gain the attention of Cloudjumper, mom's infamous Stormcutter.

_"__C'mon Jumpy, are you really still mad about that?" _whined Toothless, pacing around Cloudjumper.

_"__I hold no ill will towards you boy, I merely find you moderately intolerable." _Replied Cloudjumper, ignoring Toothless as per usual. However, when he caught sight of mom, and me he bounded over to us both and stood beside mom. _"Valka, has our business here been resolved?" _

_"__Yes Cloudjumper, however I wish to spend some time in Sammen Town, it has been a while since I've been here." _Said mom and Toothless instantly perked up and ran over to Cloudjumper, kicking up a cloud of dust in his wake. He stopped right in front of Cloudjumper and he started panting, tongue hanging out of his mouth like a dog.

_"__Yay! You're stuck with me now Jumpy!" _said Toothless ecstatically.

_"__Joy." _Groaned Cloudjumper as he sauntered off, Toothless not far behind, chattering like a toddler who just learned how to speak sentences. Mom looked to me and I shrugged as she waved goodbye to me and walked off, probably heading in the direction of Ziva's house. Those two are really good friends due to some ambiguous backstory that I have not yet been made aware of. Oh well, I'll ask about that later. I started off in the direction of the Training House, intending on getting some after-lesson studying.

Today started out as a really crappy day, me on the brink of failing my dragon training classes, me messing up my "relationship" with Catherine and but it seemed to lighten up just a bit. The voices in my head were quiet, although they wouldn't stay that way for long. The voices. Ever since my accident they've been a constant presence in my life, when things get bad they're always there. The only constant terror in my life since I left Berk (albeit unwillingly, but not unhappily), I've never told anyone that they're there, not even Anju, the best (practically the only) doctor in the entire town. I've been too scared of what people will say if they find out about the voices. Ridicule, shame, abuse. My past will come to haunt my future and I will not lose my new family to my own uselessness.

_"__Failure… Useless…Fool…" _Whispered the voices, I tightly shut my eyes, trying to block them out, but they only spoke louder and louder. I held my forehead, rubbing my temples to try and soothe the pounding in my mind when I accidentally bumped someone, tossing me to the ground.

"Ow… oh jeez, I'm sorry!" I apologized. I looked up to whom I hit and I saw an old man (not _the _old man). He was hunched over and covered head to toe in a dark cloak; the only thing that wasn't covered was his hands and face, which looked to be way, way into his golden years.

"Oh it's no problem young man. You seem to be having troubles of your own, don't worry about an old man such as myself." He said, smiling a broken toothed smile.

"Y-Yeah… problems." I said looking into his eyes, his dark eyes. For a second, I thought I saw something flash in his eyes, but I passed it off as a trick of the light; it was quite sunny out.

"You want to talk boy? It looks like you need someone to listen to what you have to say. It's always good for the heart to tell others what's eating you away and this old man's got nothing better to do." Said the old man. I was almost going to decline, but something about him, something I just couldn't place made me feel at peace. So we sat down on a nearby bench and I confessed everything, my problems in dragon taming, the disappointment I could feel emanating from my family, I even spoke of the voices plaguing my mind.

"… and if I don't pass my exam, I'll be stuck as a green belt for the rest of my life. Thane will kill me, all the people who pass will look at me with the same shame I felt years ago, even Crimson might… might…" I dared not to finish that sentence, for I didn't even want to reach the thought of what Crimson would do if I failed.

"Hmm, you seem to have a lot on your plate boy. And the voices seem most troublesome…" said the old man.

"No kidding. They won't stop, whenever I'm in a situation where I've failed, they just make everything worse. I wish they'd just go away!" I shouted, throwing my hands in the air.

"Yes, yes, if those 'voices' were within my mind, I most likely would have the same wish as you. Luckily, I have a way to stop them." I instantly perked up at the old man's statement.

"What?! You can stop the voices?" I asked.

"Why, I myself am actually quite an accomplished apothecary and I was on my way to deliver some medicines to my friend suffering from a very similar problem to your own, however I see you may need them more than he." The old man reached into the sleeve of his cloak and produced a bottle of little red pills. "Take one whenever you feel the voices upon you and they will go right away. These pills also double as strength enhancers, my friend you see requires his strength during his work and asked me to mix in something to give him a little boost."

"Wha-?! This-This is too good to be… I can't accept this. I mean, I can't accept something meant for someone else!" I exclaimed but the old man just waved his hand in front of my head.

"Oh hush boy, he'll be fine. I could make more of these pills in my sleep if I wished. Loosing these few is but of little consequence." The old man seemed so nice and trusting, offering me his friend's medicines to a man he just met only a few minutes before. He held out the bottle of pills and I hesitated to take them.

_"__Yes, leave the pills… They will do you no good… Nothing can quiet us…" _spoke the voices. However, their normally insulting tones weren't there; they were replaced with a tinge of desperation, the likes of which I had never heard before. That was the final reassurance I needed as I took the pills from the old man, opened the bottle and plopped one in my mouth.

_"__No… No… NO!" _screamed the voices and then suddenly there was nothing but quiet. The sweet, sweet sound of silence.

"I… I can't believe it! They-They're gone! This is amazing, thank you sir!" I said, on the brink of tears and holding the old man's bony hands.

"Oh don't thank me yet boy, you still have to pass your exam. Now hurry along, best try out the new strength before it wears off." I smiled and the old man smiled back as I ran off to the training house. If I had stayed behind a second longer, I would have noticed the old man's smile turn into a horrible leer, a leer that would even make Malthazar shiver in fear.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXX**


End file.
